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The Libell. 


Who ſo ſpeaketh that he ſhould not: 
muſt heare what he would not. 


arch foꝛth in malice bzauling Bzooke, 

iet tauntuig tounge haue no reſtraints 

| Spew ou: the woꝛſt thou canſt inuent, 
againſt this Boner bleſſed ſaint. 


2 | 
pare not to ſpcake moſt ſlaunderous ſpeach 
1 this Pꝛelate dead and gone: : 
Declare thy ſeife like furious dogge, 
to bite and barke at cuery ſtone. 


Reply. 
At length J finde thy lies J| waigh not: 
Truth bids me anlwere altho J would not. 


N O malice maued hath my minde, 


Ho ſpite did cauſe ine to depaint, 
this Boner ſaint of Sathans denne. 


where as the denil{ beares the croſſe, 
a holy ſoꝛt it ſhould appcare: 

If Boner be a bleſſed ſaint, 
then cruell Nero neede not feare, 


The ſlanghter houle had open wrong, 
that Boner was a Byſhop made: 
And Newgatcloſt his right that dap, 

ſo ſkilfull he in Baylers trade, 


o madde bzaine moode hath me pzonoke, 
m_ Boner dead J ought deſpite: 
which thou mightlt ice with open eyes, 


noz tauntingly the truth J pennes 


but Boner like thou hats the light, 


But foe from thee now flaſcheth forth, 
the burning ſpꝛite of Boners hꝛeſt: 
which wonted was in wilfull ſoze, 
the law and truth with wꝛong to wꝛeſt. 


yet for J heard of ſome ſo fonde, 

to thinke that he was wzonged much: 
A pecce (not all) of his leude lite, 

J thought no ſwame oz ſinne to touch. 


Itonlde haue tolde the numbers, great 
of vices vile the viper had: 

whoſe fury fell and franticke fozce., 
oft honeſt hartes with carc hath clad, 


And E pitaphes do onely ſerue, 

the wightcs enthzald by Atropos? 
which cls the fame of their delertes, 

02 good oz badde might happe to loſe, 


Home pꝛapſe the Lawyers indgementes right. 
ſome vaunt the warriours woꝛthyncs: 
Home tell the vertues of the wiſe, 
ſome ſhew of Boners blouddynes. 


Kot I then like a furious dogge, 
in death haue lauage Boner bitte? 
No raging J with ſtoꝛmp ſtreaines, 
but calmelp loe my floudes did flitte. 


The Libell. 


tonnage againſt good men, 
is to well knowne ſeuen peares agoe: 
what ſlaunders thou againſt him heapeſt, 
t truth were knowne be nothing lo. 


A. g. 


Reply. 
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Reply. 


Thon doeſt me wꝛong thus to accuſe, 
of flaundzing any honeſt man: 

Oz now, oꝛ ſeuen peares agoe, 
name thou the wight ik that thou can. 


In rayling thou art Boners childe, 

in ſcolſes, in ſcoldes, in llaunders vile, 
In lyings leude in Popery, 

it leemes thy dame did not begile, 


Moſt like thy dad in cuerp poynt, 
pet baſtard none foꝛ ought J know: 
Ho maiden Joꝛieſt as Boner was, 
whoſe chiidzen liude not long ago. 


The infernall ſpꝛites do daunce foꝛ toy, 
to heare this Boners babe thus baule: 
And falſehode fleeres to finde ſuch frendes, 
as ſeeke with lyes the truth to gaule. 


Is this the iuſt reward J haue, 
that ſought in ſilence fo2 to hide: 

The halte ot all his wzetchednes, 
which thou mightſt ſhame to heare dilcridek 


Thou ſheweſt thy ſelle euen what thou art 
a bleſſed babe of Baalams bzoode; 

Hot able to maintaine thy part, 
in laundering ſwelleſt like a tode. 


The Libell, 


The lew thou think eſt is on thy fide, 
Bud for thy aunderous nde thou hopel, 
that none ſhould thee reſiſt, : 


Reply. | 


The law is on my ſide J know, 
the perkect law of Bod it is: 
which to repꝛoue thou haſt no power. 
though ſerpent like thou ſubtillp hiſſe. 


This was the pꝛactiſe ofthe Jewes, 

to cloke their faultes with faiſc repozt: 
Their curſed crueitie to hide, 

and ſinnetull ſectes fog to ſupport, 


TheLibell, 


His vertues rare did thee diſpleaſe, 
fo: thceues againſt iuſt itudges ſpeake: 
Till Partha cut his fatall thzead 
thy wockull wzath thou durſt not wzeake, 
Doth Goſpell which thon dooſt p2ofeſle, 
teach thee to dip thy penne in gall, 
Ind ſo defame ſuch learned men, 
whom vertue doth to honour call. 


Reply. 


Yea more then rare his vertues were, 

 foz vertue none in him did reſt: 

As time did ſerue I ſought to ſhew, 
the vices which J ſtill deteſt, 


JfI in ought haue Boner wzongde, 
it is in that J not diſplaide: 
| Unto the full his wꝛetched life, 
and Pagan Pagentes that he vlaide; 


But now lith'that ye geue the cauſe, 
to thend pou Papiltes ſhould not thinke: 
your ge es and laundzous wozdes, 
from know © eritth ſhould make me lhrnke.” | 
A. iii. In 


In playner ſort I infflp pzone, 
that Boner foz his great outrage? - 
Did Achab paſſe and Iezabell, 

a Diocleſian of our age. 


And if 1ny verſe ſeeme ſoinewhat ſharpe, 
pet from the truth J will not \warus; 
And vnpꝛouokte of ennics roote, 
pelde milder wozdes then pe deſerne, 


ome theenes agaynſt inſt iudges ſpeake, 
of ſo Caiphas did agapnit his Chziſt: 
{ Boner tuſt, 


But if that thou 
I well cau pꝛoue thou ſhaincfully lyeff, 


De oft - mcede pernerted right, 
a cruel tpzanne in his dapes: 
De bolſtered bawdzy by his might, 
and ſunonie by Koiniſhe ſapes. 


And thou doeſt follow him apace, 
to raile and raue without cauſe whypt 
The thinges thouranſt not iuſtly pꝛoue, 
thou foꝛtifieſt with a lye. 


with ſpiders iuice thy penne is wet, 
no Goſpells loze thy toung doth guide: 
But Pluto 92 his —— kill, 
the poyſoned Pope high pꝛince ol pꝛide. 


By falſc hypocriſie we lee, \ 

did Boner clime to honours height: 
And placed there vuworthy he, 

all vertues wapes delpiled ſtraight, 


Pet London — his Minotaure, 
his Boner boaſt foz all allayes; 


Sith 


Two 


noꝛ 


In this thy 
that 


eucrp 


a lic. 


Reply. 


rare, 


Becket neuer bzed ſuch bale, e 
halte ſo well the Pope conld pleaſe, 


xohy did pe not ſhzine himaline, 
Saint Dunſtane might haue done the deede: 
] Swere ſamt Fraunces oz Boniface, 
oz Belzebub foz better ſpede. 


The Libell, 


we ſee how thon in Rethozicke roolleſt, 
— 2 Tropes expert. 
requenting gure 
which ſome men call ſauce malipert. 
what truth in pzeaching thou declareſt, 

am content that other try. 
wozke I can affi 
line c | 


e. 


And cuery lie ſo ſhamekully made: 
ſuckt out from ſaucy fingers end, 
That ſurely ſame vnhappy ſpꝛite, 


put to his hand to haut it penned. 


Thou and thy Boner bounteles, 

in natures one ſcine to agree: 
p wombes from whence the lpzang, 
the peſtilent frnite of poyſoned tree. 


what Boner was right well app 
while waſtfull will with might was matches 
Such wouldſt thou ſeme in power plaſt; 
a bounſing hope of Hidra hatcht. 


Thy make doth march in ſlaunderous ſozt, 
fond rage doth rule thy beaſtly bꝛaine: 

Leaſe ſhaineles tauntpng toung to tople, 
in Boners caſe with lyes ſo 2 


card, 


* 


I tolde a troth why dooſt thou ipe, 
tho preacher none to farre vnfits 
Foꝛbeare to ſtriue againſt the ſtreame, 
let reaſon rule thy wꝛcaſtling witte. 


Thou dooſt abuſe thy figure inych, | 
that More ſo ment thou canſt not pꝛoue: 
It is not ſure Saucemaleperr, 
a knaife of knauery to repꝛoue. 


Thou wert but lately at the mill, 

that ground thy lyes pet ſomewhat grole: 
Alas good ſpʒ how ſaucpe J, 

the lerpentes lub tletie to diſcloſe, 


when as the Apoſtles did repzoue, | 
the high pꝛieſtes, they were ſapd to ſcold, 
So J in telling Boners faultes, 
or thee am counted ſauceſe bold, 


But what if J ſhould teil them all, 
then might thou haue a heaup hart: 


$Poo2e papiſt ſure thou wouldſt runne mad, 


foz why theſe few doo make thee ſtart. 


The ſpirite that guided hath my pen, 
is tryed truth dare auouch: 
Pouloth to heare his treachery, 
bccaule ſuch fanires pour ſelfe do touch. 


If vertue had remainde in him, 

oꝛ were thy peares replete with =_ 
I would haue reuerenced pou both, 

but to bzute beaſtes J gene no place. 


The Libell. 


Odd he due tunes with ſolemne othe, 
his Chyiſtian faith deny: 


Pd he fiue times renounce the Pope? 
D amen famous type. * 
Fourt tymes belike befoze his birth, 
he did commit the crime: 
Ind then the fift thou dooſt declare, 
was in Loꝛd Tromwels time. 


| 3nd then was he but very pounge, 
and knew not chalke from cheſs: 


e as loth as thou art now. 
— 


Reply. 


That ſondzy times he lwoꝛne was, 
to maintenaunce of chꝛiſtian fapth: 
Dis hand doth ſhew fozth comuning yer, 
but periured papiſtes this not wayeth, 


Firſt named Archdeacon of Leiceſter, 
be ſware vnto King Henries booke: 
Then electbiſhop of Heretozde, 
he ſware againe, the ſtozp looke, 


Then paſtoꝛ he of London made, 
agaynlt the Pope he tooke his oth? 

And when our ſoueraigne bozne was, 
he did the like know this toz troth, 


So at the birth of jSzince Edward, 
and at his cozonation? — _ 

He ſware agapnſt the Romiſh whoze, 
and her abhomination, 


J leaue how ſtoutely he at Rome, 
defied the Pope vnto his face: 

In Scalding lead he had bene boylde, 

but that he packt away a pace. 


i aca 


Thou ſapeſt made a famons lye, _ 
but I haue pꝛoued my woꝛdes full true: 
Fxoin thoſe thy lines is truth exilde, 
as from the reſt which doo cnſue, 


And foꝛ his peares by thy accompt, 
full he in Cromwells time: 

O ſhamels man the truth appeares, 
ſceke not with lyes to hide his crime, 


Thou ſapeſt he lined foureſcoze and ſixe, 
but thirty one {ince Cromwell dyed: 
Then fifty fue was Boners age, 
in Cromyells time, oꝛ thou haſt iped, 


No baby then a knauiſh foole, 
a crafty clopne as now thou art: 

Thy lines do ſhew how he could clawe, 
and foz aduauntage play his part. 


P2omotton fure I neuer choſe, 
noꝛ glutted am with wo2ldly pelfe: 
But though J all at once ſhould loſe, 
pet would J not foz\weare my ſclte, 


The Libell, 
But aftcr he was grounded once, 
in wildomes learned ſchole,. 
De did perceaue and ſoze repent, 
that he had playde the foole. 
Ind calling then foꝛ God his grace. 
foz to infhireyis n 
Perſiſted ſtill in Chʒiſt his faith. 
till death did him depart. 


Reply. 
Thou art deceaued he neuer learnd, 
in lchole by wiſdomes ſacred oe: 


n to deny the golpell pure. 
rs” he pzofclied had beloze. 


But Judas lyke he Lhuilt berrayde, 
” aperſecuting Saul outright: 


I as Cain his ſinnes he did forthincke, 


pꝛofeſſing Ieroboams ſpite, 


And as the dogge to vomite turnes, 
ſo Boner letting wiſdomes ſchole: 

To wonted lewdnes made repayze, 
the lenger life the greater foole, 


wherefoꝛe the Loꝛd with dꝛew his ſpirite, 
and gaue him vp vnto his luſt: 
wherein he ranne a ruthfull race, 
till he returned againe to duſt, 
The Libell, 


His peares on earth with honoz ſpent, 
were thzec and faurty double tolde: 


But as foz thee thou mayſt be hangde, 
ere thou be halfe ſo olde. 


Reply. 
Herein the pꝛinces mercp ſhines, 
our noble Queene ſought not his blond: 
As he did hers maliciouſſp, 
and ſtubbournely her lawes withſtoode. 


Ber clemency a cureles hart, 


ſhethought in time to truth ſhould turne, 


But vice had vertue chaſed ſo. 


that grace by no meanes might returne. 


Full thirty peares now haue J linde, 
but rather than J would become: 

Ho quite deuopde of ſhame as he, 

J wich to Sod foz ſpeedy dome. 


But thou pꝛap fo thy ſelfe I ſay, © 
to; when both Pope and hope are paſt 


a rope may ſerue thy necke atlaft, 
| Bag The Libell, 
m Bebber — — * 

Which now, ſith death did him pzeuent, 

is come thou truſtes to finali ende. 
wen then J frame this argument, 

ee 
A dint of death are ſlapne. 5 


2s Calaine piller ot pour Church, 
whome pou accompted wile: 
In liewe of his falſe hereſie, 
was werried vp with lice. 
ith Luther, authoꝛ of pour ſect, 
** Sathans ſchiſmes fed: 
As dꝛonken ſot, with ſurketting, 
wag dead found in his bed. 


The lingring hope the papiſtes loft, 
was great by Boners fatall fall; 

If not conſumed into care, 
their pieuiſh pꝛide it did appall. 


That papiſts hoped their watch woꝛd ſhewes, 


due Fnto the golden day: 
Our God is good who than I truff, 
{ſhall put pon papiſtes by your pay. #c. 
Soinctime Bod doth from anger ftint, 
he will not beate his childzcn ſtill; 
As when he takes tyꝛantes away, 
which liue in hope his church to ſpill. 


To fetie thy wꝛetched bodpes waight. 


N Vt. Z wa 


gometime for peoples ſinnes alſo 

— pt their paſtozs true: 

_ of Gods wꝛath to come, 
and his dilpleaſure to enſue, 


G0 Boner taken away from vs, 
foztcls the goodnes of our Sod? 
And Luthers death and Caluins both, 
was to thoſe countries then a rod, 


Our Church on no ſuch pillers ſtandes, 
on Lhziſt the rocke, our fapth is ſtapde: 

And though ſuch woꝛthy members dye, 
our hartes thereby are not diſinapde, 


But O thou moſt infamous wꝛetch, 
J thinke the very diuels ot hell: 

Doo hide their face foz very ſhame, 
their ſonne ſo leudalyeto tell. 


Did Caluin dye wearied with liſe⸗ 

1 o2likeaLambe with ſicknes peſt? 

Beware leaſt liſe reuenge theſe Iyes, 
by wꝛath of Bod on that thy bꝛeaſt. 


Dow Martin Luther pelded bzeath, 
apparant is by good recoꝛd: 

And ſuch a ſtately buriall, 
hath wanted many a pꝛince and Lozd, 


O tiffe neckt Jewe that neuer ſtenteſt, 
Lhziſtes followers foz to detame: 

with gluttony and dzonkenes, 
thetroth is knowne and bzeedes thy ſhame, 


But Boner was no ſurfeto, 
| by tat and pzaper he pined lo: 


=o MDD hs 


for fatte he ſcarſelp well might go. 


The Jinber dapes he well obſcrnd, | 2 | 


with fiſh from Sea and runnypng ſtreme: 
And that but bale of common ſort, | 
as Cunger, Bzett, Pike, Carpe, & Breme, 


De faſted oft till hunger came, 
he ſpared much the pooꝛe inans beefe: 
with Anaile and Partrege he tooke paine, 
katte Capons wert his chiefc reliete. 


In ſtede ol groſeſt Mutton pics, 
the fatteſt Ticnſon from parke and chaſes 
Both hotte and colde, and that good ſtoze, 
with wine he waſhed downe apace, 


De had a care foꝛ Poxſe and Mule, 

and kept their bzanne out of his bꝛead: 
On fincſt manchet that was made, 

alas this ſcly Boner fedde, 


And ſith the Thames was ſoinewhat farte, 
oz Lundite water clerc and fine: 

Dis mozning dꝛaught was Jpocras, 
oz cls the pureſt Mulcadine, 


Foz noziſhing he loude a Þigge, 
et non tam caute but I heare: | 
when hauty hartes were hard to haue, 
he was content with Fallow Deare. c. 


De watched when as he could not ſlecpe, 
he pꝛapde that pe might heare him ſno2t; 
In ſtede ot boꝛdes on beddes ol downe, 


thus was this pynyng Þrelates hurt. 


That vnneth he had an eye to fees 


> 
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Y But ſith thou dooſt delight to heare, 


oret Ate his tpꝛites he vide, * 
Bones, Cardes, æ Tables, all day long: 
in let vpon his mery pinne, 

ul ſometime ſing a baudy long, xc, 


of ſuch as dyed in diſtreſſe: 
T 2 and Caluin both were cleare, | 
loe at leaſt a miſcheuous meſſe. | 


Pope — bleſſed — bh 
m ing thꝛeates agaynir a 1 
An vgly Fly with ſodayne death, 0 | 
his holines at thzoat did ſing, 


The greateſt foe that Luther had, 
Eckius pelding vp the choſt: 

Did ſay; foure thouſand crownes pzeparde, 
will this diſpatch (a iollp boaſt), | 


A heauenly end no doubt he made, | 
he had ſome Cardinalſhip to buy? | 
De thought(as Boner)on his Bod, | 
which tozlt hun thus on him to cry, 


Lardinall Crerenfius 

dycd, with ſight of a blacke dogge: 
In ruth ended Bomelius, 
and Thornton thatbeaſlly hog. 


lacobus Latomus haning made, 

| ſt Luther an ozation long; 
Fe ght to deſperation, | 
and ended lo his wofull ſong. N 


— DV .—b— _ 
— ——— ene th, — 


Lo Poncher, and Minerius, 
with fire of God were ſiricken {02 


And while their fleſh conſumde t Tas 
defied Bod as mortall foe, 


Our Lardinall Poole in Brenewich houl 
did bleſſe the Doner Suffra , 

While kneeling downe vpon Arai „ 2 
receiude it like a holy man. | * 


The bleſſing geuen the bleſſtd fell. 7 
downe from the ſtaires his necke he beat 

FI thinke the diuell might haue geuen, 
as good a bleſſiug with lee had. 


Theſe were the patrones ot pour Church, 
bleſſed biſhops Boner like: 1 
Great toꝛmenters of Lhaiſtes flocke, 
O feare the Loꝛd leaſt he do ſtrike, 


Thie Libell. 
Sith Pꝛince of Conde, all your hope, 
pour buckler and pour 85 
25 traytoꝛ faiſe — Punce, 
2 ftapne in open fi 
zince of Dzan — to flight, 
al his band diſinapd 
you — muſt — confelle, 
your courage quite decapde. 


Reply, 


Ok noble pzinces for to wꝛite, 
it is to farre without my reach: 
But if thou hadſt a ſubiectes heart, | 
then wouldfichou vie mote ſeemelp peach, 1 


Thou ſheweſt well thy trayterous minde, 
vnto thy pzince and natiue land: 


A fo , 
[bones bounrie)aur ran. 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
l 
l 


dſo pour — 
— 


— 
1 


8 N is dead 
_ Wee Alas 
50 og. oz neede not wzite, 


| —— 12 
— ö 


| awhetſtonc fo theſe ves, 
4 Reply. 

bon bꝛearhyng fozch Wh baſhles 10w, 
ot lewd in heape: 

F Dooſt me accuſe moſt wꝛongfullp, 

the ſhame therof be ſure to reape. 


| Dis tyzanny doth ſo appeare, 
agapne q nede it not repoat: 
Dow many wapes in wilfull wiſe, 
1 . 2 afrer whata ſhamelelle t. 
Kiran gg lte, w 
1 : til rigourous lawes were 


a 


S 


with lokeFight he inighe ronianies's" 2 
all ſuch us would norLhuſt dend. 


7 "* 
. 


The law ſo made Chuittes locke to 
— Boners fury nothyng het bie 
at his bloudy handes muſt helpe,” 
9 ro tonnent! in wilfull rage. 


Some with his fiſt he beat o loje, 
vpon the face that wollen blacke: 
The ſcllp ſoules condenmtd to dye, 
did bzyng his marke vnto the age. 


Podꝛe Temkins hand did Boner burne, 
this toꝛmenter not ld tontent: 

with cruell clawes from ok his face, 2 
nye halte his beard the tyꝛaunt rent. 


Moſt Tiger lyke W. A hagan pawes, 
the beard of Rough in kugt extreme: ; | 
In ſhameles ot the tune are, d | 


how bleſſed he now may pe deme. 


what ſhould J neede to name the reſt, 
they lyue that ſaw it with their exes: 
Vet tmedv thou doeſt inerepzouc, 
a miha mill to grinde thy lyes. 


Ok his repꝛdchefull woꝛdes bumecte, 
the people are not ignoꝛaunt: 
And lor J would themrnow'recite, 


it that thy foꝛged des might daunt. 


But tho J had athonſand pꝛoufes, 
* e m I fo2 ſouth: 


* mi rench map titles Mn. 


* 


1 Papiſies gyfe is this Find: 


Firſt to aſſayle with llaunders weyt, 


Floth to thinke, 
it yerketh me: 


= | Ofhys leud 
| to ware 1 


{caſt old thou pꝛoue as ill as he. 
»--  Thelibell: 


Thy ſlaunders all J could confute, 
but pꝛeſent tyme will not ſuffice; 

Yet will J ſomewhat touch his death, 
becauſe I ſaw it with myne eyes. 


Thou abſent at his death xcxorteſt, 
his face both blacke — 2 
But all wich law it witneſſe aan, 

how that is moſt ont. 


| Happy art thou if after death, 
Bod —— S 
To haue thy ſoule as cleare of hewe 
ag wap this Byſhops face. 
I dolefull end ( thou ſayſt) he had, 
but there thou lyeſt as in the rect: 
Fox he perſiſted ſtill in pꝛapet, 
whyle any beeath was in his belt. 


He cride God merey for his ſinnes, 
which he by frailtichad commit: 

And armyng hym with ligne of Croſſe, 
hys ſoule to God he dyd ſubmit. 


7 Reply . Wy 
My ſlaunders all thou couldſt confute, 


= the truth with iyes full ouertwhart: 


and laſt he ſcoldeth ont his part, | 


Tho poung J rather wiſhetheemend, ©. 


* . 
— 


I flaundzed not, why a + 5 pes. * 


— EY OY ä ͤ ——— — — — 


Thon lackeſt tyme, nap truth thou wantik, 

thy foꝛged falſhode foꝛ to try, 
If that thyne eye beheld his end, | 

a wofull ſight to thee J fearez: k 
Though abſent, J haue heardrepore, 

of honeſter then thou,enen there. | 
Dis keper Waye did it declare, Þ 
with other that beheld his endes: | 
Now if they haue not double tounges, 
the truth they cold they will defende, 


Pꝛap fot thy ſelfe, J am not ſicke, 
oz els a better pꝛaper make: 

My ſoule (J truſt) in better hewe, 
Chꝛiſt to his mercyſhall betake. 


Thou doeſt this bloudy Boner w2ong, 
in — hym a Byſhop ſtill; 

Fo he a beaſtip butcher was. 
the ſellp Landes of God to kill. a 


Tis knowen how long he ſpecheles lay, 
pet wouldeſt thou hide but God will not: 
Tho Papiſtes cloketruth will diſcloſe, 
in ſpite of all their knauiſh knot. 


when ſpeach was gone pe heard him ſpeake, 
and call foz mercy at the laſt; 

O ſhaineleſſe man thinke on the truth, 
and call fozhelpe ere hope be paſt. 


The Libell. 
Dolefull to whom was this hys end, 


kf wh 


e 


| And though his death moꝛe müder were. 
then thoſe his felowes I befoges 
J will not but Bod doth know, 


what wzath he kept fox hum in ſtoꝛe. 


The wickednes by pou maintaind, 
FI hate as deuill and deadly for: 

The men I no whit do ennie, 

let bloudy Eoner and babell go. 


| The Libell. 


Is fot his buriall in the 
ſome malice there was vde: 
And pet vnto hys bleſſed ſoule, WS 
what harme therby enſued. ' 29D 
Jour caſtynghymto homeip pit | : 
in ſuch a thceuilh plac | | "I 
2 — . — — 32 
to taſt of heaueniy grace. 
For Chziſt hym ſcife betwene two theeues, 
d didſuffer bitter payne: 
wherby hys glozp was increaſt, 
foz cucr to remapne. 


Reply. 


It is a bleſpng of the Loa, . 
aud tha the uber grants ſhould bod, 
nd that 8 
the bzethlefſe cozps once turnde to land, 


But Boner could not that obtaine, 78 
22 Bod — it was not meete: 

tauſde the rulers to 1 
a wolter place, to hymns 


Thougy 4 were ERIN thecues, 
with p oytutmentes very deate. 
ſuch was his heaucnly kathers.doine, 
But though hers were a theefe at hand, 
no Lhuſt to Ipc by bun: | 
wherfoꝛe as it beds n 
to Sathan ide A ſcaue his lum. . 
The Libell. 1019 23 


Now farewell Brooke, ann i thou thinke, 
—— thp! —— * 

Chat eryng toung tan ought anaple, 
then hardly vſe eln or 4 
But if thou know the deu it lenen . 
and God deteſtes the ſame: _ E 
Repent foz that which thou hat den,, 

and leauc it now foz ſham mie 
r 
Wenn 
Dow la trothleſſe toung beſemes, 
in thee J ſee that doeſt it vie: 
What flaundꝛyng lyps do merite ſtill. 
thou doeſt me learne by thyne abule, 


Kepentauncenane urde'F to cranr, 
foz ought that I date dont oz, faph:. 

Baynfthce oꝛ bloudy Boner pet. 
if that my caule be'mftlp wapd. ” 


But hauyng eleavedallthp doubts,” - | 
and truly-aunſwered thy demaunde : 


A giue thy gy2de — 2 
n hlacke obl . $7774 
d Mo. * TIT , 


And thus ol hidden name adew, 
thy pieuiſh pcale ſo lewdly rong: 

Declares thy kynd foz withered fruite, 
from rotten ſtocke hath alwayes ſpꝛong. 


Thou doeſt nothyng degenerate, 

from Papiſtes kynd and ſeede of Baal, 
Thy grandlire is great Lucifer, 

his ſonne the Pope, ye lyers all, 


7 was in doubt to vſe — pen, 

in aunſwerpng of ſo vile a beaſt: 
But that I thought iny ſilence ſhould, 
thy cauſelcſſe pꝛide haue much increaſt. 


Then hencefozth know J do dildepne, 
one word to wiite agapnſt thy rune: 

Foz loe, my handes J ſhould but ſteine, 
in touchyng ſuch a peece of ſlime. 


| Now raple and rage in pſtpng wile, 
now ſcolde andſcotterhybriiy full: 


Thy truthleſſe J fnace it not, 
J leaue there to thy Trull, 


But pet J do beſech the Lozd, 
to nollific thy ſtonp heart: 


To plant repentaunce b his ſpirite. 
and all che Papiſtes to conuert. 


Fare well vntili thy golden day, 
wherin N rruft out delap: 

All ſuch as would their Lhail betrap.xr, 
ſhall findeadoome and indgement da. 


FINIS, T. Brooke the younger. 


